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terns on whom a whimsical colonel had imposed
the proletarian fatigue of peeling the mess potatoes.
The belt of hills round Dug is honeycombed along
its crest-line with caves vaulted like Romanesque
churches and ramifying like convents in all direc-
tions. Two thousand years ago these caves were
used as hermit-cells by Buddhist monks, who carved
the effigy of the Teacher in the mountain-side.
Then one day a giant stalagmite was discovered
in the humid darkness of a subterranean grotto.
Noticing that its size increased each year, the simple
jungle-folk saw in the stalagmite a sign of Siva and
in its constant growth a symbol of divine vitality.
In awe and admiration they built a temple at the
grotto entrance and converted the dark cleft where
the monstrous phallus grew into a shrine. And a
legend went abroad that whoever committed suicide
in the temple, gazing on the sacred object, would
be reincarnated in the body of a raja.
A large-eared priest who was showing me round
the temple pointed out the place where a fortnight
previously two youths of twenty had killed them-
selves with this intent. Asking me for a match, he
held the flame to the black, sweating walls for me
to see the traces of fresh blood. The brownish
stain had not yet been effaced by the moisture
trickling like tears along the clammy stone and the
wisps of stifling, sulphurous vapour floating like
pale wraiths in this cave of dreadful night, where
young men rip their bowels open that they may be
reborn kings.
We usually started out from our camp hi the old
fortress just before noon, the hour when heat is
fiercest and the great beasts are sleeping, and
travelled from three to thirty miles across the jungle.
Our destination varied according to the news that

